A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
pocket, and lean back in my chair.
"Coming with us?5 asks one sportsman.
'No,5 I reply, 'not yet. I am to join the Royal
Irish Fusiliers in Dublin, and raise a company.'
This announcement is received with a roar of
laughter by the departing horse soldiers as they
leave the room,
'Hope your company will be well trained, Cro/
says one, Stuart by name, 'by the time we get back!
Youll have to hurry up!'
* Damned young ass/ I mutter to myself, 'you
don't know what you're in for, and perhaps it's just
as well/
1 go to search out Captain James Craig. I may
here mention, for the information of the reader, that
I was, in 1914, what is called 'well placed5 for war.
I had served for years in the army but was yet a
free-lance. That fact gave me great power of initia-
tive; it rendered me unafraid of my superiors; it
innoculated me against the fatal malady known as
"counting the personal loss'; and enabled me to take
legitimate risks without fear of the future. Moreover
1 had served in the South African War and frontier
fights, and for many years had trained my own
fighting machine for my own personal .use in the
Hausa States, I was up-to-date and had commanded
and raised the special striking force of Carson's
Army. I welcomed the Great War with confidence,
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